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In the lesser or inner bay before us rode at high water and
stranded at ebb some twenty or thirty Arab barks, varying m
size from a small schooner down to an open fishing boat, bub
all equipped with lateen sails, the only rig here known. One
large hull not far from land attracted our notice, and we felt
a suitable thrill of reverential awe on learning that it was
Feysul's navy, with which, sometimes in line and sometimes in
column (like the gallant soldier who singly formed square to
receive the charge of the enemy), Nejed was to resist and con-
'quer all the infidel fleets of Bahreyn, 'Oman, and England
united, should they madly venture an attack. This important
vessel, squadron, or navy, was in size equal to an ordinary
Newcastle collier, and about as well fitted for warlike manoeuvres,
judging by the exquisite clumsiness of her build. However
"the natives" looked on her with great dread, and never
mentioned her but in an undertone. She was now getting her
masts in, and completing her other fittings. A little to one
side of the coast battery mentioned above, and close by the
filthy shore, stood the custom-house, a palm-leaf hut, long
and narrow, entitled the " Ma'iisher/1 or "tithing-place," the
decimal system of percentage being here applied to government
dues on commerce no less than on agriculture. Farther on
were dank palm-groves and patches of salt-water swamp; a
dreary scene, and which might have furnished Shelley with
another Maddalo, not at Venice, but at Kateef. Only the bright
sun did its best, though riot very effectually, to clear the
prospect.

Barak fit and I sat still to gaze, speculating* on the difference
between the two sides of Arabia. J3xit our companions, like
true Arabs, thought it high time for ^ refreshment," and
accordingly began their enquiries at the castle gate whore the
governor might be, and whether ho was to be spoken to.
When, behold! the majesty of Feysul's vicegerent issuing in
person from his palace to visit the new man-of-war. My
abolitionist friends will be gratified to learn that this exalted
dignitary is, no less than he of Hofhoof, a negro, brought up
from a curly-headed imp to a woolly-headed black in Feysxir.s
own palace, and now governor of the most important harbour
owned by Nejed on the Persian Gulf, and of the town OLCC